by the sudden stoppage of the heart through the action on it of nerve influences, as in sudden death from a v olent blow on the head, or in sudden death from strong emotion, either joy or grief; (c) by the effects of acute haemorrhage, the blood vessels being rapidly emptied, the heart stops because it is not filled sufficiently to enable it to contract, it has nothing to act upon ; {d) from 'shock' or 'collapse.' In this condition, such as may arise after blows on the abdomen, or severe injuries to other parts of the body, the veins of the abdomen become so dilated that they really are able to hold nearly all the blood in the body, and the patient dies, practically bled into his own vessels, for sufficient blood cannot reach the heart to enable it to fulfil its functions, and it comes to the same thing as if the blood had escaped outside the body. Ordinarily small, limp, utterly uninteresting adjuncts, their existence being one dull round of drawer, pocket, an occasional airing, then linen bag; but wait till you are ill, who then is master of the situation ? H you are hot and restless, then its usual plan is to make itself into a ball on your neck, you being too weak to remove it* In despair you murmur " Handkerchief." Up bustles nurse, and knowing from long experience that handkerchief finding is an affair of hours, gives you a fresh one, which is usually stiff. You lie on your right side, handkerchief transfers its absurd self over to the left side ; when there is urgent need for it, needless to say, it has entirely wandered off, to be felt as a hard lump later on. Scent one, put it on your pillow, and it promptly vanishes; put it in the pocket of your sleeping* jacket, when wanted you will find yourself lying on that side, and after much fatigue will pull the pocket inside out, the handkerchief meanwhile wriggling off to get in the way your feet; thrust one end firmly through a button-hole of your jacket, two can play at that game, so it twists and twists /go that you can't get it free, and has made itself s? short it will only reach your chin. A spirit of depravity comes over the ordinary harmless bit of cambric; it would be a coinfort if handkerchiefs could be inoculated with some '* sta)
where-you-are-put " composition. It was a bleak autumnal evening when the oddly-assorted pair arrived at the inhospitable doors of Glenmore, and poor Michael's appearance, carrying the precious burden in his arms, tenderly borne through the dangers and discomforts of the long journey, was doubtless not reassuring to the elderly servant Martha, who opened the door to him. Visitors there were rare, for the master of Glenmore neither sought society nor welcomed visitors to his cheerless home.
In the waning light Michael is taken for "a wandering vagabond," a not unnatural assumption, favoured by his fierce, unkempt appearance.
"Go away," she cried sharply, "we've nothing for you. We don't encourage tramps here." Michael, naturally indignant at her address, and feeling the importance of his mission, replies, " 
